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Alice Cor bin 

With a sack of blue corn-meal, tobacco and meat, 
A bit to smoke and a bit to eat. 

Pedro Montoya of Arroyo Hondo — 
If I envied any, I'd envy him! 
With a burro to ride and a burro to drive, 
There is hardly a man so rich alive. 



IN THE SIERRAS 

Do not bring me riches 
From your store in the Andes, 
Do not bring me treasures 
From deep ocean caves. 
Bring me but yourself 
And I'll gladly go with you, 
Bring me but yourself, 
And I will not be sorry. 

Do not bring me patterns 
Of silks or of satins, 
Do not bring me silver 
Or gold wrung from slaves. 
Bring me but yourself, 
And my heart will rest easy, 
And your head will be light 
With my breast as its pillow. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Do not bring me servants 

Or oxen or cattle, 

Or sheep for the shearing 

Or ships from the waves. 

Bring me but yourself 

For my share and my treasure, 

Then our fortune will grow 

And will never diminish. 



A SONG FROM OLD SPAIN 

What song of mine will live? 
On whose lips will the words be sung 
Long years after I am forgotten — 
A name blown between the hills 
Where some goat-herd 
Remembers my love and passion? 

He will sing of your beauty and my love, 

Though it may be in another tongue, 

To a strange tune, 

In a country beyond the seas — 

A seed blown by the wind — 

He will sing of our love and passion. 

Alice C'irbin 
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